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thize with him in his disappointment, knowing how keen
he was to get to the front/ So honour was satisfied. Mr,
Ching started off up the pass, accompanied by one of the
chairs. The rest of us walked into the village, where extra
horses and chairs were waiting. In Ching's place, an offi-
cer from headquarters was to accompany us to the front.
An elderly, cheerful man, he was referred to, somewhat
cryptically, as 'the Business Master'. As we set off, Flem-
ing told us: 6I have a bullet for the woman in the shape of
a bottle of whisky.'
Walking and riding along the valley we reached Siao-
feng. Outside the town the Mayor was waiting to receive
us. The local ambulance corps lined the road and stood to
attention as we passed. The Mayor led us through street
after street of ruins; a wilderness of brick-heaps and rub-
bish, as hopeless as an unsolved jig-saw puzzle. The streets
were crowded, now, to welcome our party, and everybody
seemed lively and gay. Business was being carried on as
usual. All around the little town the fields were being cul-
tivated; the fertile countryside was in strange contrast to
the desolation within. The Mayor told us that the Ja-
panese had special burning-squads, who carried out their
work carefully and systematically. Perhaps for this rea-
son there were few actual signs of fire. The buildings sim-
ply looked smashed.
After a second breakfast we pushed on again along
what looked like an unfinished motor-road, now over-
grown with grass. At a booth near the city an old woman
was selling food, tea, and cigarettes. T. Y. Liu warned us
against a certain brand of cigarettes called Pirates. Some
consignments of them were said to have been poisoned by
the Japanese. Auden, the ever-inquisitive, immediately
bought a packet. We both smoked them but neither suf-
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